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grown in a glasshouse. The bunches were very
they had a couple of snapdragons, two or three pentstemons
and pansies, and they were fresh. There was a great rush
for them at seven roubles each. I saw women climb down
from the buffers (they were already there) to buy a bunch;
and the strangest sight of all: a tough young woman, not
more than 19, with flaxen hair, and a shiny greasy boiler
suit, climbs down from the engine and buys a bunch.
She is the engine-driver. In fact I don't remember seeing
an engine-driver on this trip who was not a girl.
For hours we ran round Lake Imandra, which we had
missed through darkness on the way up. The forests are
thin — mostly birch and pine — but are being cut for firewood.
I counted three prison camps, with the usual barbed wire,
wooden fence, and four look-out towers, in clearings in
these forests. These Is was told were for N.K.Y.D.
prisoners, -not for Germans.
The train ran out of water — as far as the passengers are
concerned — at Kandalashka. So they have locked the
lavatory again ; much to our discomfort. Our views have
been forcibly expressed to the little conductress (a much
milder one this time, who doesn't succeed in keeping
people out) by a full general, who is in the next carriage to
me, and who is very swashbuckling and noisy.
31 August
We are below the Arctic again, in better timbered country.
All the landscape is forested, and there are broad fine rivers
every few miles, crossing the line and running into the
White Sea ; and rafts of logs are everywhere floating on the
rivers. Among the trees some poor cattle are grazed,
and there has been a little haymaking. I saw at Sumpski
Posad a team of five women going off with sickles to cut hay.
Apart from this hay and a few plots of potatoes (never as
much as half an acre at a time) there is no agriculture.
The forests have been heavily cut and are regenerating well.

